My Doors Always Open (If You Ask Twice) 


Author: scarletbegonias 

Bands: Megadeth 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen, Slash] 


Updated: Sat Apr Ib 2016 16:51:01 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


My Doors Always Open (If You Ask Twice) 


It had been a long, long day for David. The young boy had walked all around his small town, and gotten nothing 
so far. It was that season, again. And as a scout- it was his duty. 


Sell chocolate. 


With competing girl scouts and their stupid cookies, he had gotten no one to buy any chocolate bars. It was 
surprising too, seeing how almost everyone in this neighborhood were old women, and they love chocolate, and 


little kids! 


The ten year old was the definition of cute; he was short and sweet, with honey-colored hair that flowed a 
little past his shoulders, and feathery bangs that were brushed to the side. He had a prominent nose and 
round almond eyes, complete with flushed pink cheeks, and of course, his boy scout uniform, which was shorts, 


his vest with patches, and a pair of sneakers. 


Judging by the sun that had started to set, it had been a little over two hours since he had started walking 
through out the town. Two hours of torture, in his opinion. He didn't understand the purpose of doing this. 


The boy approached a brown house, and walked onto the porch. He knocked on the door, holding the order- 


registration sheet in hand, along with a pen. 


The door burst open a little, causing David to jump back. A boy who looked about his age opened up. He was 
slightly taller, with short, orange hair that was combed down. His freckled nose wrinkled as he examined the 


boys uniform. 


"What do you want?" The redhead asked in an annoyed voice. David looked down and whispered softly. "Oh, erm.. 
| was wondering if you would like to buy... 


"No thanks," The short ginger said and abruptly shut the door. David crossed his arms and whined. "Hey! Open 
up!" 


The door cracked open again, and the same annoyed child walked out. "What?" He groaned and put his hands to 
his hips. His smile twisted into a sneer. 


"That's not very nice, y'know...” The smaller scout pouted and turned his head away from the kid, who scoffed 


in response. 


The redhead stepped closer and poked David's nose "Well, Im not very nice," He said matter-in-factly and 
shoved him softly causing him to fall back and hit the ground. He shouted in pain, and tears began to stream 
down his cheeks. The boy's eyes widened. Oh no, his mom would kill him if she saw him push another kidl 


David sniffled. "My leg is bleeding!" He scraped the back of his leg when he fell, and a thin layer of red covered 
it 


"Crap! My mom will be so mad," He said nervously. "Come on, I'll get you a band aid." 


David whimpered and placed his pen and paper down beside him, rubbing tears away from his eyes. "I'm not 


allowed to go into strangers houses." 


I'm not allowed to let strangers in. But you'll bleed out to death and die! So it's an deception!" He held his hand 
out to David, who took it, and was pulled back up to his feet. 


"Actually, it's not ‘deception’, it's ‘exception’. | would know," David said, still sniffling slightly, eliciting a groan 
from the other boy. "I've won the spelling bee two times at my schooll" The boy pulled his hand away and led 
him inside, rolling his eyes. He shut the door behind them gently. 


"What's your name?" He asked the boy scout, leading him through a long, eggshell white hallway. David looked 
down around at the house and back at the boy. "My name is David. What's yours?" 


The taller boy opened a door, leading David inside, what he assumed was a bathroom. He grinned. "My name's 


David too," He announced. He had led him to the bathroom, where David looked around curiously. "But you can 


call me Dave. To tell us apart. Sit down, David. | need to disinfect it." 


"Alright," David sat hopped up on the counter top next to the sink, and kicked his legs back and forth while 
whistling a song that Dave wasn't familiar with. He sighed. "Hold still! | need to get something from under here." 


Dave figited under the sink and in multiple drawers, until he found what he was looking for. He pulled out a 
small brown bottle, and a box of band aids. He shut the drawer and looked back up at David. Dave kneeled on 


the floor, examining David's leg. 


"This might hurt a bit, David. But don't worry. It kills germs, | think. So you don't have to get your leg cut off," 
The boy laughed evilly, making David shudder slightly. David furrowed his eyebrows and kicked Dave's face 
lightly, his shoe touching the ginger's forehead. He wrinkled his nose in dismay. "Hey!" 


David giggled. "Payback. Now hurry up and get it over with!" Dave ripped a small piece of toilet paper and took 
the cap off of the bottle of peroxide, covering the top with the piece of toilet paper and tilting it upside down. 
It soaked through lightly, so Dave put the cap back on the bottle and carefully put it back to it's spot. 


David hissed in pain as Dave pressed the wet toilet paper against his scraped flesh. "It stings," He whined. "| 
know. Just stay still” Dave replied and removed the toilet paper, and tossed it in the nearest trash bin. 


"Now for the band aid," Dave said while pressing the strip against the wound on David's leg. He carefully ran 
his thumb over it, removing and creases and making sure the band aid would not fall off. David looked down. 


"Are you done?" Dave nodded, and David hopped off, landing on his feet. He smiled at Dave. "Thank you." 


Dave smiled back "Yeah, no problem. | guess you should get going now.. I'm not supposed let people in the house 
when my parents aren't home." David nodded his head and walked out of the bathroom. "Me too. | need to go 


home, ‘cause it's late." 


Dave shut the light off and than the bathroom door, and looked at David. "Can | ask you something?" David 


nodded. "Of course," 


Dave looked down at his feet and spoke almost quietly. "Can 1.. Uh." He said something else, but it sounded like 


utter gibberish, as his voice was almost silent. 


David scoffed. "Speak louder!" He put his hands on his hips. "And look at me. It's impolite to not look people in 
the eyes when you speak, Dave." 


Dave looked up at David, his freckled cheeks were slightly pink "Can | hold your hand?" He asked nervously, and 
put his hands into his pockets. 


David smiled lightly and pulled Dave's hand from his pocket, and laced their fingers together. "You don't have to 
ask!" He giggled softly. Dave smiled bashfully and held onto the other boy's hand all the way to the door. He 


twisted the knob and opened the door carefully, revealing a pink and orange sunset outside. It was beautiful. 


Dave let go of David's hand. 

"Bye Dave," The blonde boy said, and picked up his order sheet from off of the wooden porch floor. Dave softly 
smiled. "Bye David. l'm glad | met you. You're cute. Sorry | can't buy anything." David's cheeks flushed pink and 
he smiled sweetly, looking into the redhead's bright green eyes. "Thanks, Dave. | like you. And don't worry ‘bout 
it, | don't like selling that stuff anyways. It's dumb." 

Dave giggled loudly and his eyes spotted a stray pen next to David's feet. He swiftly reached down and gripped 
his hands around it, and leaned back upward to face David, but instead was met with a pair of lips on his 
cheek. Dave gasped and turned bright red, dropping the pen once again. He stood there in shock, before David 
pulled away 


David laughed and reached down to grab the pen again. He began to walk down the steps of the front porch, 


and turned back around to Dave, who had a lovesick goofy grin on his face. David waved at him 


"See ya ‘round, Davel" 
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"What the fuck do you want?" He snarled and looked down at David. Greg stood behind him, too intimidated to 
look the taller man in the eye. David stuttered. The man ran a hand through his long, curly, red hair. He sighed 
and shut his eyes. "Look, kid.. Spit it out!" 


David looked down. "I was, uh.. Where can | get cigarettes?" Stupid! Cigarettes, David? Really? The man scoffed. 


"Oh, just hang on a sec. | have a cigarette dispenser in the bathroom, next to the candy machine." He said with 
a sneer, and slammed the door shut. 


Greg looked at David and sighed. "This is a waste, man.. He doesn't even know it was you who woke him up!" 
David rolled his eyes. And knocked again, causing Greg to groan. The door slammed open abruptly, causing the 
both of them to jump back. 

"What? C'mon, kid.. I'm fuckin’ tired!" He groaned and narrowed his eyebrows at the blonde bassist. 


David thought for a minute. "Are you old enough to buy beer?" 


An angry, tired expression turned into a friendly, and warm smile. "Well. Why didn't ‘cha just ask?" He held the 
door open for David, who eagerly walked in 


He swore, something sure felt familiar. But perhaps, it was just his imagination. 


